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WHEELING AT DOYER. 


“For a long time past Poor Papa has been busy ‘tlie a new biking costume. He feels that the ordinary human who indulges in the risk of breaking 
his neck every time he goes out, might just as well be padded a bit. The trial trip came off the other day at Dover, and Pa pronounced the experiments o 
great success. Uncle Boffin and Aunt Geeser, however, seemed a lony way off being enthusiastic on the subject. The secret of the invention cannot be disclosed, 
as a Limited Co. will work the thing almost directly. There's no harm, though, in mentioning that gutta-percha and ordinary gas occur in it,”—Toortsiz. 


WHAT A BASE INSINUATION. A GENTLE HINT. “MATTHEW CLARKE, 


y, A most abhorred murderer, who, Judas like, betrayed an 
"4, unfortunate young woman by a kiss, and in the act 
of the pretended embrace cut her throat.” 


— 2 


Ir would be a pity to re-write this narrative, which I 
therefore give in the words of the curious old pamphlet 
from which it is taken : 

* This offender was the son of poor persons at St. Albans, 
and was brought up asa plough boy ; but being too idle to 
follow his business, he sauntered about the country and 
committed frequent robberies, spending among women the 
money he obtained in this illegal manner. 

“(Clarke had wit enough to engage the affections of a 
number of young women, to some of whom he promised 
marriage ; and he seems to have intended to have kept his 
word with one of them, and went with her to London to tie 
the nuptial knot, but going into a goldsmith’s shop to buy 
the ring, he said he had forgotten to supply himself with 
money, but would go into the country and fetch it. 

“The young woman stayed in town while he went to 
Wilsden Green to commit a robbery that he might replenish 
his pocket. As it was now the season of haymaking, he 
met a man, who. wondering he should be idle, gave him b) 
employment. Besides the business of farming his employer 
kept 9 public-house, and had a servant-maid whom Clarke 


“Look out, guv'’nor! there's a ‘cop’ a-comin’, an’ you ain't got “J wish 1 had a horse like you.” “Er—in what wespect, Miss had formerly courted, 
none o' your sassingers muzzled, y’ know!” Twilby?” “Well, you stay so awfully well.” “The villain, leaving his fellow labourcrs in the field, went 
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to the house, and finding only the girl ot home, conversed with her 
some time, but having determined to rob his employer he thought 
he could not do it securely without murdering her; and while she 
was gone to draw him some beer he pulled out bis knife for this 
horrid purpose, and when she se the room he got up to kiss 
her, thinking to have then perpetrated the deed, but his conscience 
prevented him. On this he sat down, drank rome of the beer, and 
talked to her for some time longer, when he got up, and again 
kissing her, cut her throat in the same instant. 

“Hereupon she fell down, and attempted to crawl to the door 
while the blood streamed from her throat, on which the villain cut 
her neck to the bone, and robbing the house of a aaall sam, van 
off towards Loudon under all the agonising tortures of a wounded 
conscience, 

“Tyburn being on his way to town he was so terrified at the 
sight of the gallows that he went back a considerable distance, 
till meeting » wagon he offered his services in driving. thinking 
that his being in employment might prevent his being suspected 
in case of a pursuit, But he had not gone far before some persons 
rode up and asked him if he had seen a man who might be 
suspected fur aimurder, He seemed so terrified by the question, 
that the parties could not help noticing his agitation, and on a 
close inspection they found some congealed blood on his clothes, 
to account for which he*said he had quarrelled and fought with a 
soldier on the road. 

“Being then taken into custody he soon acknowledged his 
crime, and being carried before a magistrate he was committed to 
Newgate. When brought to trial he pleaded guilty, in consequence 
of which he was hung in chains near the spot where the murder 
was committed.” Ile was executed at Tyburn, July 28th, 1721. 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 


ANNOTATED BY ALEXANDRY, THE BLOODLEss Boy. 


CuarptTer IT, 

EXISTENCE on board the Giddy Gecs’r has become irksome, 
Me and Billiam is having 2 bad time. A search party has been 
over the vessel from one end to the other; what they call “stinking 
us out.’ We both feel very sick, and mostly live in the chains, 
and are objects of interest to the sharks below, Where we are 
hidden we hear the sailors talk, One says “ That dark speck we're 
nearing is an island they call the Vulture’x Nest. There are 
thousands of vultures there among the rocks that live on the 
bodies of sailors the sharks have not eaten, but what have been 
flung on shore by the waves, Sometimes passing ships, when they 
see a flag flying, call for uncaten sailors.” Alexandry,” whispered 
Billiam the Begoréd, “to-night we will provision a boat, lower 
it, and sample that island.” [ turned deadly pale, “Billiam,” 
said I, in sulemn tones, “our last hour is drawing near.” The 
sailor overhead went on talking, ** The commander says he's sure 
there ain't no ghosts, and that them boys is somewhere «board 
a-playing of their capers. He says if he catches ‘em he'll scalp lem 
and put hot pitch on their heads, and dip ‘em in a tub full of 
Scathers !" 

eet 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Vo not incfose louse stamps, 


yut at all, AN Extry LAipy, ALLy will be very glad. Quite 
unworthy of attention, FLOSS, is auch « little cad. Very curious, 
Kinetic; Z/ave you seen the latest hind 2 You must ask per- 
mission, DOLLY; But we do not think he'll mind, Surry, Rex, 
ewe cannot use them: Thanks for offer all the same, Your mistake, 
of course, A Lappir, Lardé is [lis Grace's flame, 
) —_——— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Taper in the World, 


Hornarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 monthe, 6s. 6d. 
dn Stamps or P.O.0.s payable to GILBERT DALZzIEt., 
“Tue SLOPERIEs,” 99 SUOK LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Buookscliers’, and at our Agents 
ALBERT HESS & Co, 
7 RUE DU 29 JUILLET. . 


—_—~1—_- 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Wall be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty —_ ), whe shall ae age to mect 
with his or her death ina Ltailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tesue of “ ALLY SLOPER's HALF- 
Hoipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HAL¥-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Riaydous every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 

Solloreing Wednesday morning. - 
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THE RETURN. 
To 
LON DOW, 
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futher of Ten, Overtoaded? Yes!) No wonder IT am called 
Pater family ass, 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 648.—The “ Bexhill-on-Sea Bathing” Costume. 


CAN TAKE HIS CHOICE. 


“Say, Tilda, if that split docs really come off, I'm dashed if I 
know which half I shall like the best!” 


AN 4 


| Fear. ERS 


A ROARING TRADE. 


The First Customer at the Nevw Shop. lf y’ please, will y’ giv’ me 
change for a penny—arf in ha’pence an’ the rest in farthings? 


HE WAS SEEING HER OFF. 


Young Goosey. Now, don't forget, we mect at Earl's Court 
Station, and we'll do the Exhibition. 

Beile of the Pier. 1 shall be there, and I'll bring my friend with 
me. You don’t mind, do you? 


Bee 


(Saturday, September 26, 1606, 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Prospective Tenant, Yes, 1 do not dislike the house, but cn, 
you have the window sashes altered so that the panes of iced 
# quarter, or even an eighth of the size? <8 

Mouse Agent. Oh. bag madam, certainly: but it is yer 
usual. Most people }i e the large windows, and—— 

Preapeetive Tenant, Oh, yes, of course ; but I have seven 
and they all think that they know how to throw, 


vou. 


“J was lying on the bank watching my float,” commenced 1), 
piscatorial Ananias—— “I haven't the least doubt of it.” broi,..,, 
the candid friend. “ Youdo a lot of lying over your tishins, «, it 
youl” * i 

She, That's Miss Wheeler, our great cyclist; wonderful stay. 
Pome timidty). Beall he does look ae 

le (timi . Really—er—yes, she does look as if her—j, 
corsets fitted ke rather tight. oe oat 


Submerged One, Yes, I'm regularly down on my luck : do wh. 
I will, I can’t find a living. i 
Successful One, Why not work for it? 
2 
ONE finds, as o'er life's shomy pathway one hastens, 
A good many men who are bland brazen-faced ‘uns, 
But, for piling up insult on injury eweetly, 
‘The barber can capture the biscuit completely. 


The barber, who (while we are making grimaces 
To feel the warm blood down our cheeks flowing, fearfully 
Fast from some twelve or thirteen diff'rent aces ‘ 
Says, * Ltuzor all right, sir 2 ” politely and cheerfully | 


s 
Jones, Robinson's sold his retriever. 
Smith, The beast’s no good ; he would never fetch anythinz. 
Jones, That's where you're wrung. He fetched tweuty-tfiye 
shillings. ** , 


School Inspector, How many crowns to a sovereign? 
Pupil, One, sir. 

Schuol Inspector, Nonsense, boy, there are four, 
Pupil. But she don't wear ‘em all at once, sir, do she? 


s 
“Tat, I think,” remarked the long-haired caller, proudly, “isa 
poem that ought to jive.” “H'm!” said the editor, as he glanc« 
round in search of a convenient weapon, “I can't say the same tor 
its author.” *\* 


Jimaon, Thank Heaven the holiday season is here! 

Jameson, Why, 1 thought you said you weren't going away, 

Jimson, Neither am 1; but a lot of blooming idivts who worry 
meare! When do you start, old man? i 


eee 


AT THE FRONT IN MATABELELAND. 


The Colour Sergeant. Shall we laag.'r, sir! 
The New Subaltern. 1 pwefer Base ! 


— 


SWISS NOTES. 

“ YEWRA-LIAR-TY !"" 

He stood upon the topmost corner of the Rigi, and howls 
himself hoarse, in the manner peculiar to the young ladies of the 
music-halls_ who “yodel” in Alpine hats and short velvetecn 
skirts—black, with three rows of red braid around the flounce. 

“ Yewrna-liar-ty !” 

He felt like the merry Switzer boy, and his piercing eye souzht 
for the nimble chamois among the mountain fesinonees. He was 
in want of a dit of leather, 

He had not got an Alpine pipe to tootle on, but he had an old 
ra and an ounce of Swiss shag in his pocket, so he put up with 

ant, 

There is something sublime in the feeling that you are on top of 
®& mountain. It does not matter that a dense cloud covers 
everything and that you cannot sec an inch in front of you. It is 
equally immaterial that the rain is pouring down and steadily 
wetting you through. There is always a hotel handy where the 
traveller can get food and strong drinks—and strong prices. 
Hotel-keepers always put the best hotels on the foggiest, dampest 
and rainiest summits. You have to drink, Thers is no train back 
for two hours and you cannot sit in the waiting-room all the while. 
Lesides, accomodation is not of the best in a mountain railway 
station. The hotel keepers would not allow it. ’ 

Some of these railways are propelled by electricity. There is 
one up Mount Saléve, outside Geneva. Once on top, you can xrt it 
magnificent panorama of the Alps, including Mont Blane, but we 
found that our motive power had bast-ua and (hings looked a trifle 
rkeery for the moment. We looked out of window when the jerk 
occurred, and noticed a pretty little cemetery nestling axainst the 
side of the mountain. They are evidently a very commercial 
people, those merry Switzers. Hotels at the tops of mountuns 
und cemeteries at their feet show a decent preparation for any 
eventuality, 

Still, it is not nice to have to get out and walk a mile or two 
between the railway lines, up-hill, and over big stones. We were 
grumbled at by a lady upon whom we could not retort. “You 
should not be so weighty.” she said. “No wonder the machine 
gave way.” , 

Argument would be thrown away ona creature who talked like 
that. It is best tosuffer insilence, and get quick back to the hotel 
and drink the wine of the country, 

Swiss hotels are crammed jam full of American people. The 
American lady who travels on the continent is an extraordinary 
production. ‘She is practically indescribable, although there is 
only one thing uncertain about her. That is, her age. They do 
not start travelling till they have turned fifty. The hotel peopl: 
know this and they provide accordingly. ‘The tooth-picks on the 
dinner table are wooden ones. pained. yellow, This is to match 
the ladies’ teeth. rae 

_We sat in the smoking-room and puffed ferociously at a Swiss 
cigar. 

“Js it atron¢?” we were asked. 

“Strong? No. It isnot strong, it is Hereulean!” 


Saturda,, September 26, 1856.) 


TOOTSIE AT BEXHILL-ON-SEA. 


REXHILL is mentioned in the Domesday Book, only they then 
called it Bixla, Hither came in holiday time Saint Dicky, the 
Bishop of Chiches- 
ter, who touk off 
his sandals and 
paddled, 

The tower of St. 
Peter's, the parish 
church, contains 
six bells weighing 
over 48 ewt., and 
the first treble 
bears date = 150%, 
That was in the 
reign of good 
Queen Bess: per- 
chance, she listened 
to that bell on au 
otherwise peaceful 
sabbath and voted 
it a nuisance, 

Bexhill is a hor- 
ribly long distance 
from Hunstanton, 
where we were last 
week, but that iaa 
bit more of Bob's 
fun. It lies between 
Hastings and East- 
bourne. To St. 
Leonards the third-class fare, T read, is fourpence, and that to 
Eastbourne one shilling, Some people, however, stop at Bexhill 
itself, and listen to the band playing ou the front, aud are, com- 
paratively speaking, happy. ‘ 

We are stopying at the Sackville Hotel, where Billy's appetite is 
already the subject of remark. He has told the waiters that he 
never knew any place like Bexhill for “ putting on an edge.” The 
waiters have replied, “ So it seems,” 

We went over to Eastbourne the other day to have a peep at the 
lawn tennis at Devonshire Park, but the downfall of rain was 
awful. We also had a look in at the regatta, What a remarkably 
slow entertainment a regatta is to people generally, but what 
intense excitement it appears to cause among the amphibious 
population—“ Boat to-day, sir?” men, the longshoren:en, and those 
unaccountable male persons, with much-patched trousers, who 
lean all day over walls and palings and gaze far away oceanwards 
in search of goodness knows what. The rain made no apparent 
difference to these meditative men. They continued to gaze, 
whilst the rest of us went to sleep or partook of refreshments with 
our backs turned on the “excitement.” 

— Snook still remains in the posscssion of wealth, and 
treated me the other 
day to a drive in a 
smart cart. When 
Bob found out that F 
the cart hire had f 
been putdowninthe § 
bill there were the (it 
usual ructions. We 
had a jolly drive, 
though, to Hurst- § 
monceux Castle, f 

At Hastings, which {fj 
we visited one day, 
we, of course, went 
to the St. Clement’s 
Salt Caves, which 
you should also go 
to see, dears, what- j 
ever else you miss. 

Billy has spent a 
penny to be weighed. 

he result is that he 
finds that he has 
put on a good eight 
vounds since the Trying his weight. 

ginning of the 4 
holidays, and he =e he finds that his cheap check suit begins 
to pinch him. Well. next week, thank goodness, we come back 
to London, Dear old London! 


—— ee 


ENVY, HATRED AND MALICE. 

mone” Man (to neighbour). I envy you the possession of that 
ittle boy. 

Neighbour ( proudly). Yes; he’s fine child, isn’t he? Full of 
oe and—— 

Studious Man. Yes, oh! yes, But what I envy is: the power 
which you possess, but do not exercise, of making him be quiet 
sometimes, and of spanking him if he isn’t. 


——— 


A DRY REPLY. 
Th any, Traveller. That’s a useful flask you've got there 


A jolly drive. 


Artful Traveller (putting it away). Yes, it's of use full, but it 
ain't much good when it’s empty. 
— —— 
SLOPER’S ANCESTORS, 
No. 31. 
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VILLIERS DE VERDIGRIS SLOPER,. 
Born, 1630, KILLED IN A Brawl, 1675. 
From the painting by W. P. Frith, Rul, at the Welsh Harp. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the Wortd, 


SLOPER'S PlLbLS 


PRICE 9}¢ PER BOX (s0 PILLS). 
FULL a recearesy | ceeiveee Sisk Box. 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Erc. 


83 East Street, New Chariton, 
August 20th, 1896. 
DEAR SIRS,—TI have used Sloper’s Pills 
Sor four weeks with great satisfaction, as I hare 
been suffering from Indigestion and Loss of Voice. 
Yours faithfully, 
PROFESSOR E, GILLMAN, 
Ventriloquist, 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
gid. IN STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 
TO 


REAL BOON TO-LADIES, 


Expecially to those who wish to know of a 
TO 


safe, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and 
OBSTINATE CASES 
NEVER cre TO AFFORD 


GENERALLY 1N A FEW HOURS, 
No case hopeless, failure is ar ie impossible, 
ax Mrs, Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 
writes : 

“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, 
although for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain, 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 

A sworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- 
monials and medicine, which is ag yp 
as one bottle at 4s, 6d. (by post, 48. 9d.) is us- 
ually suflicient for aot case. 

Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to 
any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. 

Write privately to— 
Mra, A. S, ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, 
LONDON, 8.W. 
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AN HONEST MEDICINE. ‘ 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Uncqualled. The mest effectual on cagth. 


Mething can resist them. 
94d., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 


Dr. Davis's little book for MAKRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope, 


A PRETTY SIGHT. 


AND it vas a pretty sight ' 

It was inside an orange Hampstead omnibus, and in contrast to 
ten passengers who had got the good old British Sunday grumpi- 
ness on along with their seventh-day clothes, the well-dressed 
gentleman, with the handsome little five-year-old boy in a starched 

vique sailor suit, looked poaevey refreshing. The aristocratic 
Tickle fellow’s blue eyes perused all the gelatine window “ads."— 
about the gentleman whose tongue is slightly feverish, and whose 
pulse is rather furred, and all that—and anon he stood up to look 
out at the 'bus horses struggling to drag the old shebang up to the 
table-top of the saloooo (seems a lot of o's, but it doesn't overstate 
the case) brious, health-giving Heath, Then, all of a sudden, he 


said ; 
“Pups, dear?” (an abbreviation of papa), and the ten 
sengers, having nothing else to do, at once took a lively interest 
in the matter. 

“Pups, dear, what did mums” (an abbreviation of mamma 
“mean by saying you wasn’t to run my legs off in your freuziec 
desire to call at every heer arses in Hampstead ?” 

Slight explosions of mirth and unsuppressed titters were heard 
all round that omnibus, whilst “pups” endeavoured to whisper 
something to the blue-eyed kidlet that would cause it to drop the 
subject. But all without avail. 

“Yes, you do know, pups,” the sweet child persisted, pettishly ; 
“1 know you do, because you got so cross when she said, that if 
you must wallow in beer on Sunday morning, it would be cheaper 
to get a cask in, and——" 

Look at that pond there with the little boy’s boat on it,” inter- 
rupted * pups,” who could feel icicles growing on his spinal column, 
ac ‘a the fact that his face was the hue of a ripe West Indian 
chilli, 

“Yea, yes!” cried the child, delightedly, “and there's that 
apanlle-fowee where we went—oh ! are we goin’ to get down there 
this——” . ; 

“We get out here—kere !” yelled the miserable man, signalling 
to the conductor to ring the bell; and, though all the other 
yussengers were shaking with laughter, they agreed unanimously 
that a parent who would lift his child out of a public vehicle b 
the left ear ought to be written to the 8. for the P. of UC. to W. 
and C, about. 

a pa 


AN INDEFINITE POSTPONEMENT. 


Sng had been anxiously awaiting his coming the whole afters 
noon—anxious because of the important news she had to break 
to him—and now that his heavy footfall scunded on the hall 
linoleum she felt relieved. 

“Edgar,” she sighed, flinging her frail body into his strong arms 
as svon as he entered the room, “if I asked you to postpone the 
hepyy day, how long would you wait for me yes ‘ 

“Why, my darling, I thought we'd tixed it for Michael- 
mas?” 

“We had,” she assented, “ but dear papa is going to South Africa, 
He's got the gold craze—got it bad, too—and purchased a claim on 
the Blarney ‘omato range. He's going out to superintend the 
digging himself, and I couldn't leave poor mama all aloue. Tell 
me, Edgar, how long will you wait?” 

* Oh—er—I will wait—well, I'll wait till you hear how the gold 
mine turns out!” 

“Faithful, unselfish hero!” she cried, pillowing her pretty head 
upon three fourpenny cigars in his watch-pocket, and all was 
wy. 
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OH, HORROR! 


“Tease, pa, Tommy wants to Jearn to be a barber, and he's 
using your new razor to shave mother's toothbrush with.” 


PRESCRIPTIONS PER PIGEON. 


(Prescriptions tu be seut to long distances are now, in some places, sent 
per Pigeon.) 


THE Pigeon is a use. 

ful thing, 
Especially when a 
“Carrier”; 

For (as is known) 
when on the 
wing, 

a That tiyer’s ne'er a 

6d tarryer, 

‘) And lately, please 
some shrewe 
M.D.'s 

(Aa p'r'aps did the 

ie Egyptians) 

ACN Smart pigeons use to 

~ carry views 

In matters of pre- 
scriptious, 

Away they send, from coast to coast, 

Prescriptions per new Pigeon Post. 


So ye of Pigeon-shooting craft 
Refrain (like gentle Thisbe) 
Lest ye should rob of pills or draught 
Some brother who is “quisby,” 
Let Pigeons invalid-ward tly 
(With them there's “no deciptions ”), 
And do not pot then in the sky 
In case they bear prescriptions, 
Yea, let proceed to guest and host 
lrescriptions per the Pigeon Post ! 


Opts 


clues 


OUR LADY’S CORNER. 


CONDUCTED BY LADY Dowpy. 
oe 


Pur Uron.—Certainly not! 1 should not attempt to do the pack- 
ing if I were you, and I consider the suggestion that you shoud 
do so as simply infamous, Make him do it. What is he for? 

EVALINA LONTRESSOR NORTHUMBERLAND AVENUE 
ROEHAMPTON.—You gave me no pseudonym, but IT hope you 
will notice the above heading to your answer, Certainly, it is 
quite proper, and the lips were made for the purpose of Lining 
and being kissed. 

SARAH JANE.—With regard to your qualifications for the Music- 
hall profession, your want of hair will not signify at all, as the 
golden wig will cover all that. The pimples are of no account 
either as they will be concealed by the make-up ; and your want 
of voice is of very slight consequence ; but T fear that your bad 
figure will be fatal. However, if you will send postal orders 
for tive pounds to A. Sloper, Esq., at this office, and make an 
appointment for your next evening out, he will give you his 
opinion on the subject, and if you are suitable, obtain you a 
lucrative engagement. 

Fussy FAN.—Plates are not used at five-o'clock tea in good 
society, as the ‘doorsteps’ are usually placed in the saucer, It is 
not customary to serve either haddock or bloater with this meal, 

Fammy.—You did not tell me that you wanted a bathing costume 
which would stand the water! Ot course it was spoilt. How 
could you have been so foolish as to wet it? and in salt water, too! 
If you want to go swimming, you had better buy one of those 
inartistic creations made in serge, for L fear that you will nut 
discover anything at all becoming that will stand it. 


—_—_— 


HADN'T HAD TIME TO. 


“ Had the diamonus valued?” “No.” “ Well. you area silly!” 
“What d’you mean, silly’ Me only gave it me as L came off 
just uow,’ 
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HE WOULD NOT OWN UP, 


, THEY HAD NOTHING TO SAY. NOT ALTOGETHER CHEERING. 


« 
Mum, Come on, Henry, you're awfully slow. 1s, Late oe Footie has given me 


; f / , A ‘ notice.” “Has he? He should start a school 
Jad (ex-champion, between the gasps), \'w afraid Farmer Rutty. It ain't that I mind yer shootin’ over my land so much ; it's yer ww ” a) ae 
my trout tyre's a bit soft. sc . unwomanly costooms as I objects to! ; ii pay cat “ Because he'll tura you 


AUNTIE’S QUITE PURE. * .* Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photo- 
he fi those of her friends whose portraits 
Gala prong mage lore m COOKIE AND ROBERT. 


TOOTSIE'’S FRIENDS. 


“As a tribute to her maiden modesty, the 
Amalgamated Spinsters Ld Great Britain have 
commissioned the distinguished painter Mr, Flake 
White to paint Aunt Geeser's portrait.” 


—The Battersea Bounder, 


(2) “Leave orf! You must be good! 
I'm busy. 


A GOOD IDEA. 


No. 462.—Miss HILDA AMIE8, 
“Thrice, blissful hour, when I can call her mine.” 
—The Dook Snovk, 
“ Heartbroken am I at her cruel disdair. ” 
—Lord Bod, 


“iverytning 1s pneumatic, nowadays, Priscilla— “ A love like mine admits of no repulse.” f (3) “Now you've done it! (4) “Sorry I’m rather late, marm, but I 
why not go in for pneumatic calves? —The Hon, Billy. think you'll find it extra savoury.” 


McSWINE’S GRIEF. 


(1) McS vine was ame through his inundated (2) And McNab observed, “ Dear me, ‘ave only asked him for a 


3 } ea, ai ; : ve ing awa 
tuppenny subse ription to the Sabbath School, (3) And McSwine said, “There's nothing like running y 


from evil and saving twopence if you can. 
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ABribib hb ° 
a OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Behold the horse that never fails : God bless Persimmon and the Prince of Wales :—How the disaster happened we shall never know—A frightful fall and 
death below :—At the French Maneuvres, no one knows why, A bikist was arrested as a British Spy :—Let the Powers their duty no longer shirk, But rid the 
earth of this bloody Turk :—The state of the Strand is a crying disgrace—Clay on your boots and slush in your face :—They return from their job, these hard- 
worked hoppers, With winter before them and a few paltry coppers -—-A mineral-water traveller had a strange mishap, He was found by a bobby drunk in his 

trap. THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


A HOLD ON THE REINS. 


Wf, Mi C 
Zz Me 
Cen 


Trott. V couldn't sleep last night for that con- 
founded piano-banger in the next room to mine. 
Head Waiter. I will see that you are not charged 


for it, sir. 


“T s’pose you don't ‘appen to ‘ave picked up sich a 

thing as a little black pipe up the road, missus? I must 
‘a’ dropped mine up theer somewheers.” 

[Diagust of eminently reapectable old lady, who is 

a member of the Anti-Tubacco League, etc., etc. 


v N. ree 
SHES ALL RIGHT, NOW. 
“DEAREST Cissy,—l! often used to wish I had 
been born a man, but I am quite satistied with the 
re d ht Maggie Shipton to drive, why don't you teach me?” present state of things. The govnor has stood ine 
“T wonder when I’m Martha’s age if I shall look like Eustace, dear, you taught Maggie Shipton to drive, why Cou! you tes : such a lovely frock—only a few guineas a yard, too, 
that—it’s very sad.” “Well, you see, darling, I wasn’t thinking of marrying Maggie. —Ever yours, BERTH. 


ae hg te Ol el 


-*.. 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—_—— 
THE new edition of 7'ne Littie Genius, at the Shaftesbury, is 
utterly dit¥erent to the first performance of the piece. It was then 
inclined to be dreary; 
now it is as tuneful, 
frolicsome and pretty as 
it well could be. Florence 
St. John is, aa she always 
wns and ever will be, 
abel charming. <A 
naughty flavour has been 
added the introduc- 
tion, in the Ostend scene, 
of the celebrated “ Moulin 
pouge ” Quadrille, by La 
‘ioulue, supported — by 
Miles, Eglantine, Rose 
De Mai and Cha-u-ka-o, 
Speaking for ourselves, 
we like the nayghty 
flavour, \ : 


THEarrest of “Number 
One” has placed A, 
SLOPER somewhat awk- 
wardly. On the news 
appearing in the papers, 
telegrams of inquiry 
reached “ The Sloperies ” 
by the hundred. The 
callers at Mildew Court became so numervus that a policeman and i 
visitors’ book had to be perched up on the doorstep. The Old 'Un 
takes this opportunity of expressing his thanks to everybody, and he 
mourns over the fact that he can’t kick all of them individually. 


JOHN HOLLINGSHEAD, F.O.8., the Secretary to the George 
Augustus Sala Memorial Fund, is asking for subscriptions towards 
the praiseworthy objects in view. It has been decided to devote 
the proceeds of the fund to the erection of ® monument over poor 
Sala's grave in Hove Churchyard, and to aiding his widow, who is 
wholly unprovided for. ss 

s 


Now that Li Hung Chang has cleared away from us, there's no 
harm in Jetting every body into a little secret. A, SLOPER, anxious 
to pay the old Johnnie xcompliment, offered to confer upon him 
The Freedom of the Sluperics, 1.1 copped the needle, and sent 0 
pal down to Shoe Lane with an ultimatum to the effect, that if he 
caught Mr. SLOPER anywhere near Carlton House Terrace, he'd 
have him boiled and made into bow-wow soup, 

ss 


s 

TuE Eminent is a man of big resources, He's got hold of a gal 
with a figure like Venus, and has decked her out in a skin-tight 
: bathing-dress covered all over 
with advertisements. As an ex- 
riment, she was launched a few 
ays ago at Brighton, and 
knocked 'em on the old bey, 5° 
Road pretty considerably. To 
see that girl pose was a kind of 
cfg poem. The thing will bea 
ig go,and next season hundreds 
of beautiful creatures will join 
the ranks of A. SLOPER's Female 
Bathers’ Sandwich Company. 
N.B.—There are a few spaces 

atill to let. * 


THE Moth-Eaten sh om has 
this day conferred the “ Award of 
Merit” upon REAR - ADMIRAL 
RAWSON, because he made 
Khalid climb down, “By gum, 
feyther,” burst forth the Ceru- 
lean-Orbed Middy, “shouldn't 1 
‘ave liked to be on board the 
St. George at the coopering up 
of the Zanzibar Palace. Rawson 
evidently knows a thing or two 
about shelling. He's different 
to you in that respect ; anyone’d 
‘ave ter get up bloomin’ early to 
catch you shelling out. The only 

> thing you can shell is peas, and 
them you ‘ave to nick from the greengrocer.” But A. SLOPER was 
not going to be reduced to the level of a Jabez Balfour without 
some signs of disapproval, so taking a large-sized metal soup-ladle 
from the kitchen dresser he proceeded to dust his son's trousers 
in the usual way, #8 


WELL-KNOWN to all artists is H. Abdurehman, of 220 Portnall 
Road, St. Peter's Park, W. Although he lived in Constantinople 
for some 23 years, he is by birth an Arab. His knowledge of 
Eastern lan, embroideries, and Oriental 5 ge v, is 
quite unique. Gntit recently he always wore a fez, the rest of his 
attire being purely English. Now, alas! the fez has disappeared, 
and with tears in his eyes, he told ALLY that he had to leave it off 
and take to a brown Trilby, because the boys in the streets said he 
was a Turk and had done all the Armenian massacres ! 

se 
a 

THE Sloper Warrant has just been bestowed upon Messrs, 
Richards and Mead, of Finchampstead Road, Wokingham, those 
gentlemen being appointed Fiuit-growers and Nurserymen to 
A. SLOPER. The Wetter qualification has no reference to The 
Twins, of course, o° 


THE Football Season has commenced ; in a week or two we 
shall be in the thick of it. A manly, healthful game it is, with the 
slight element of danger 
that constitutes one of the 
attractions of nearly all 
sports, and as played by 
the athletic young mem- 
bers of our amateur club: 
there is little to be saic 
against it. With the big 
professional teams it is 
another matter. The game 
has been turned into a 
business. Big gate money 
is the first consideration: 
players are bought an 
sold like chattels, and that 
inevitable “spoil sport” 
betting, pervades the 
whole thing. A big pro- 
ai ag of the spectators 
ook on the game as a 
mere gladiatorial exhibi- 
tion, and have more fre- 
quently kicked a referee 
than a football. Out upon 
professionalism! True 
sport can never flourish 
under its dominion. 


Mow Were Stat | 
your SWMP> 


* 

Frep H. Lesite’s leaping dogs, at the Oxford, have leapt into 
public favour—and no wonder, they are so awfully tricky. This is 
their first appearance in England, and it certainly won't be their 
last. Snatcher and Toddles are pea-green with envy, 


> — 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


IN A SEASIDE POST-OFFICE. 


THERE are ecores of worse places for picking up character than 
a xeaside post-oflice. All sorts you see there, from the dainty 
white-frocked serine who send the men wild on the pier to the 
creased and crumpled excursionists who have slept on the beach, 
and come in, with seaweed in their hair, to snatch another forty 
winks in a telegram desk, or indite a letter home, with heads at 
right angles and their tongues out, There's a certain clerk in the 
post-oftice at—well, never ‘mind where, but a big place on the 
South Coast—who has a aversion to these poor wretches and 
makes them the butts for many a bit of his sarcasm. The other 
afternoon a there-and-back-for-three-bob customer wandered in 
and began writing a letter to his mother on a Watling’s pork-pie 
bag. He wrote by what is termed the round-arm method, stirring 
up the ink-pot now and again so as to get all the sediment and 
fairly plastering it on his paper. When it was done and he'l dried 
the work of art by fanning it to and fro, he folded it, put it in an 
cavelope, and asked the clerk to weigh it. The official did so, said 
it would go for a yeuny, and handed it back to be addressed. 
Giving the ink-pot ut,other stir for luck, the excursioner started 
embellishing the envelope, Like the elder Weller, he “ printed” 
in capitals, and many of the letters were “block” and shaded for 
effect. When the front had dried he turned it over and put 
several “kisses” on the back. Then he came back to the 
counter, 

* Penny stamp, guv'nor,” he said. 

1 official grabbed the Ictter and put it once more on the 
scales, 
“It'll be three halfpence now,” he growled. 

“Why you said just now it would only be a penny?” 

“That was before you wrote the address, Yon've used such a 
bally lot of ink you've gone and made it overweight!” 

And even the telegraph boys on the waiting-bench at the back 
roared with unsympathetic laughter. 


—o—— 


THE ART OF MIXING. 


The Ilon, Charles, My dear Lady Clara, you know what they 
say about “a worm at one end and—er—and—er—er—beauty at 
the helm?” 


—_——+———— 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 7.—THE MERMAID's Happy Lor. 


Up from the chill of the coral cave, 

Her exquisite features and form to lave 

Jn the cheering warmth of the wanton wave, 
Did a beautiful mermaid rise. 

But, anon, she felt in her silk-soft hair 

A singular feeling ; and soon was 'ware 

That a tide-carried torrent had fallen there 
Of tear-drops from human eyes ! 


Forth to the surface she floated fleet, 
Pity-impelled : and her eyes did meet 
A damozelle Ucending: in just three fcet 
Of water) who, with distress, 
Sobbingly murmured : “Oh, me! Oh, me! 
The horrid, the cruel, the pitiless sea 
Has banished forever my poor heart's glee—- 
It has ruined my bathing dress!" 


Rack to the chill of the coral cave 
The mermaid went through the wanton wave, 
And a shout of gratitude straight she gave, 
And eke she a soag of mirth made : 
“If the lasses that live up above the main 
Be such finikin creatures—so fond, so vain— 
1 will thank my stars again and again 
I'm a mermaid and not an earth-maid ! ” 


Se ° 


(Saturday, September 26, 1996, 
GIRLS UNCLE BOFFIN'S ADVISED. 


F She ape to Unele in  fesstal ee of —— iF said she coulin't 

eep or act or do anything. stron vised her to 

nothing, and she's now as right as a trivet. ss or 
ee 


THE DOCTOR'S STRATAGEM. 

“It is useless to ask him, Guy,” the lovely girl said, hopelessly 
“paps would never, never consent. Only yesterday he remon. 
strated with me about the attention you pay me, and sii 
you could never hope to get a decent practice until Dr. Lance, 

ies. Oh! if you could only 
do something wonderful, you 
know, so that he would talk 
about you, you would get half 
the folks in the place as 
patients in no time. I'm sure 
you're a lot cleverer thau that 
graff, stupid old Lancem. And, 
then, you re handsome and une 
married, and a lot of fuolish 
men don't like guod-lookins 
& bachelor doctors atteudin: 
their wives.” i 

Guy laughed. “TI fancy the 
latter disqualification mizit 
be got over, dearest,” he said, 
looking her in the eyes, sud 
Letty blushed vividly, 

Then she stamped her little 
russet-clad foot in pretty aii. 
tation of anger. “Oh!” she 
cried, “can’t—can't you thiuk 
of something. Exert that 
wonderful brain of yours, 
and concoct a scheme to make you famous,” 

Her lover was thinking corply. Suddenly he broke into a smile, 
“T'vea good mind to try it, | really have,” he said, meditatively, 
He lent towards his companion and whispered rapidly fora few 
minutes, They both laughed softly and sauntered on, 

* * * * * 

It was Mra, Stanley-Smithson’e picnic. All the best people were 
there. Letty and her lover among the rest. For the hectare felt 
& woman's interest in the love affair of the handsome, struggling 
young doctor and Colonel Martney’s lovely daughter. 1¢ was just 
after the stewed fruit had been handed round at lunch. I[ctiy 
was the first to remark upon a thing that all had noticed, “What 
a curious flavour there is about these peaches,” she said ; “quite 
bitter, and, oh! dear, I'm sure there must be something wronz.” 

Several people put down their plates at her words, and looked 
pape | around. Dr. Guy Bartlett reached for the dish, 
and examined the contents closely. ‘Canned fruit, I believe!” 
he said, turning inguirinaly to his hostess. 

“Why—er—yes, I suppose it is,” ehe replied, half apologetically. 
“So handy, you know; easily carried and opened on the ground.” 

The doctor looked grave. “ Allow me to see the tin,” he asked. 
It was found for him, and he dropped it with an air of alarm. 

“As I suspected,” he cried, “A dangerous case of coppers 
poisoning.” He wrote a few lines upon a leaf of his pocket-book. 
*Let one of your servants ride as hard as he can to my houe 
with that,” he said hastily to Mrs, Stanley-Smithson, “It is a 
certain antidote, if taken in time.” 

What a ecene it was till the man returned. All who had eaten 
of the deadly fruit writhed in genuine anguish. Women shrieked 
and fainted, men paled, groaned and raved. Each moment the 
racking pains to increase. The doctor had his hands full 
indeed. But he was equal tothe task. Soothing, cheering, comfort- 
ing, he flittered from one to another of the terror-stricken party, until 
the man galloped back with his medicine case. Ina few minutes 
the antidote was prepared. In half-an-hour its effects were felt. 
The pain relaxed, and finally vanished, An hour, and the whole 
party were at their ease. 

The incident was the one topic of conversation for weeks after- 
wards. It got into the local papers. Nobody could speak in 
terms of sufticient praise of Dr. Bartlett's promptitude and skill. 
“Dr, Lancem alone, expressed his doubts.” In six months the 
younger practitioner had a remunerative and rapidly-growing cou- 
nection, and the consent of Letty’s father. eo ae 

“It was a dreadful thing doctoring that dish of fruit,” sail 
Letty. “I was so frightened after 1'’d done it, though you did 
tell me it was harmless.” : 

He laughed. “A little physic goes a long way,” he said. 

* And all's fair in love and war,” answered Letty. 


——${———— 


IT ISN'T ALWAYS THE BULK. 


2 


thin 


( vy Have you observed that the gentleman of this physique seems to 
k there iz always room for him in a ‘bus, no matter how full, while— 


(2) This athletic-looking individual thinks he fills the 
whole ‘bus himself, 


lv 


P{cllow castaway, the Chancellor of g\_.7SS 


Saturday, September 26, 1896.) 
ANOTHER EARLY ENGAGEMENT. 


“Mind, Sambo, no going out wid de udder gals now.” 


— eee 


NOT A BAD IDEA. 


Sniggs. Ha! I see you've had your stable gates painted. 

Riggs. Yes ; the cheapest job I’ve come across for a long time. 

Sniggs. How was that? . : 

Biggs. Why, you know how fond Muggins is of betting. Well, 
1 got the conversation on to painting gates, and when he was 
sufficiently warmed up, [ bet him half a sovereign that he couldn't 
print my gates. He won the bet. but the last time they were done 
they cost me thirty shillings. so I didu’t mind paying up. 


THE ABDICATION OF MRS. BRYSON. 


—_—>— 


CHAPTER X. 

THE demand for fashionable clothes spread furiously in Lorin- 
buloo’s household, and the stores of hitherto unvalued clothing 
were eagerly overhauled in search of garments which the ladies 
might wear. Many were got, out, alas, they were hardly suitable 
and at length Mrs. Loriabuloo held a mass meeting of herself, an 
decided to go as one woman to 
the latest addition to the Loria- 
buloo household, and implore 
that lady to come to the rescue 
of her Jess civilised sisters and 
initiate them into the mysteries 
of British millinery and mantle 
making. 

Mrs. Bryson was amiably 
gracious. By ocular demon- 
stration, she showed her sisters 
the uses of the various mysteri- 
ous articles which go to make 
modern woman who is not yet 
entirely a New Woman. She 
encased these women in corsets 
xo tight that the steel and cane- 
ribbed vestments equeezed tears 
from their eyes. She cut, and 
carved, and sewed at heavy 
dresses till she had enough to <o 
round, and then she dressed the 
ladies, and turned them adrift at the hottest hour of the day, and 
they sat boiling in the sun, and unspeakably miserably happy 
because they had clothes. 

King Loriabuloo was extremely gratified at the way in which his 
consorts had responded to his efforts towards dress reform, and he 
joined the group in his fur-lined cloak, and with a tartan plaid 
wound above it. He also sweltered in the heat, and such healthy 
perspiration set in throughout the group that a courtier had to be 
appointed toa new and bitherto unheard of office. that of grand 
xweeper-up of the moisture which exuded from the Royal carcasses 
owing to the heat. 

The group bore their martyrdom nobly, but their cup was not 
tilled. While they were at the height of their enjoyment, Mrs, 
Bryson appeared. She was beautifully calm because she had the 
sense to choose cool garments, and as she approached the writhing 
stoup of females, it was observed that her face appeared radiantly 
white, She had aways been fair—foolixhly fair—in the eyes of 
her rivals, but how had she intensiticd that fairness was the 
question that at once assailed their minds, 

And even the meagre intellect of uncivilised savagery grasped 
the idea. It was noticed that Mrs. Bryson wore a tiny patch of 
black material on one cheek, and that patch of black made the 
other portions of her skin appear dazzliugly white. 

It was a patch of court plaister, 

In one moment every one of the sections of Mrs, Loriabuloo was 
oft to her personal treasury, in scarch of court plaister, but, alas ! 
there was none, 

Asn rule sailors do not carry plaister of any sort with them, and 
therefore there was no plaister to be got among the tlotsam and 
al ee which the thrift of the numerous scctions of Mrs. Loria- 
buloo had saved from the waves and had saved up in her wigwam, 

There was nothing for it but to appeal once more to Mrs. 
Bryson, That lady was gracious, but pointed out that court 
plaisters would have no effect on 
their dusky skins. What they re- 
quired was a white plaister to 
heighten and emphasise their 
dusky loveliness, 

The contention was admitted, 
but where were they to get white 
Court plaister. Even King Loria- 
vulvo was concerned in the matter. 
for he realised that the dignity of 
his appearance would be greatly 
enhanced, had he but a suitable 
oil ting patch on his counten- 


Mrs, Bryson suggested that her 


the Court Treasury, might be able a 
to meet the case. The suggestion 

was hailed with acclamation, and bh, 
J. B. Thomson wasat once sent for, S32 

He came, 

He smiled a courtier-like smile when he heard the new needs 
of the Loriabuloo family, and with due deliberation he mentioned 
that he had some decorative plaister which would do for coloured 
persons, It had the same effect on black skins that black court 
plaister had on white skins. Ie would go to fetch it, He went, 
and again he smiled a smile, but it was not a courtier-like one, It 
was a smile that was almost diabolic. 

(70 be continued neat week.) 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 
Yacut “SKYLARK,” K1NnG’s Roan, BRIGHTON, 
September 18/h 1896, 
Dear Auy,—I take the liberty of forwarding a correct copy of 
a verse found scribbled on a piece of paper on my yacht. | 
disclaim auy knowledge of the occurrence. Yours faithfully, 
Frep Co.uiss, 0.5, 
(cory.] 
His EMINENCE SKYLARKING AT Brichton, 
Tune—* Three Pots a Shiliing.” 
Then our ALLY came again 
For a sail upon the ocean, 
Ani his eve peered o'er the stem, 
With his boko full of lotion ; 
’Twas when old Collins checry 
A varn to all was spinning, 
His Highness failed to square the fare, 
Aud Sloped off with the shilling. 


———4 eee 


HER LITTLE JOKE. 


Fair American, Say, Bertie, at the present moment I'm like you. 
His Ludship, Which way, Consuelo? 
Fuir American, Why, I'm pushed for money ! 


— 


TIPPING THE WINK. 


LONGINGLY, and withal enquiringly, he gazed into her delight- 
ful dark eyes. 

“ Yes,” she murmured. 

She gazed nervously around her, but none had noticed or over- 
heard her. Once again her eyes met those of the young fellow 
with the fair moustache, and he gazed into them as though he 
would translate her inmost thoughts. 

* Yer,” she said, “ but not all of it.” 4 

Strange to say the young fellow never was mistaken, Three long 
winks aud two short ones meant “three-star” Cognac, and a 
proboesed raising of the eyelids Apollinaris water. So deftly did 
ie engineer the cork that no startling pop announced its departure 
from the neck of the bottle, and the utiful girl smiled sweetly 
as she dived into her purse for the necessary ninepence. He wasa 
discreet dispenser—indeed, only one who could take orders from 
a lady's eyes was any good at ail in the ladies’ refreshment room at 
Staylaice and Sarsnet’s gigantic drapery establishment. 


_—o—— 


A VERY NATURAL INQUIRY. 


Weggie. Aw—yes, fwitefully dull ‘hole. this—aw—dontcherknow. 
Came down to give my bwain.a west. What? : 
Stella, You don't say so! Er—where hare you left it ? 


—$—$ 


A. SLOPER, HIS PISTOL. 


STRONG and stalwart of frame, 
From a mad-house there came 
Six attendants, to capture the Moth-eaten Gent. 
For the news had gone round, 
That the Muddle-brained Mound 
Took a pistol in pocket, wherever he went! 


“Why grab ye me thus?” 
Quoth the Wreck, with a cuss, 
And they said, “We must keep you in bondage, you know, 
Or much damage you Ido: 
For we've gathered that you 
Take a pistol in pocket, wherever you go!” 


Then the Fossil grew mild, 
And imploringly smiled : 
“Unhand me, | beg, fora moment or two! 
And a tiver I'll bet 
That not angry you'll get 
If [ level that dangerous pistol at you!" 


Twenty minutes thereafter, 
All shaking with laughter, 
Six mad-house attendants went out from Shoe Lane: 
wach had wetted his whistle 
From Mouldy-mug’s pistol, 
For ‘twas only the flask which his gin did contain! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


TOPOGRAPHICAL Mem.—Mile End : the 1760th. yard. 
_. Mem. for Boum-promoters : If you don't like it, you must slump 


it. 

WINE is a mocker: but certain “temperance drinks” have 
turned out to be a mockery. 

Why should a spring-poet-harassed editor not go to the Isle of 
Skye ?—Because he would tind Perirce even there! 


3il 


THE TOOTSIE BATHING CLUB. 


el 
ae ‘I 


Champion Floatist. OW! Tcould go on like this for ever—it’s 
so awfully luvely ! 
——— 


FARES WOT I'VE DROVE. 
(THE CONFIDENCES OF BADGE 00,951.) 

“THERE was another stordinary thing happened to me not a 
month arter that there larst little case I teil yer of. You may 
think I'm a-yarning to yer, p’raps, but it’s the strite truth, 

“It was one o’ them foggy nights we gets in November, I was 
coming back from a job out Regent's Park way, but | hadu't got 
far when a gent gives me a hail. 1 pulls up, only too pleased at the 
idea of gettin’ a fare back. He was a thick-set cove in a bi 
ulster, and a muffler over his mouth to keep out the fog, which 
was getting that thick you could ‘ardly see yer ‘and before yer, 

“* Drive round here to the corner, kebby.’ he ses, walking on in 
front, ‘I've got a om there who's a bit on I want drivin’ home. 

“Here we are,’ he ses, arter 9 minute or so, and then I sees a 
feller leaning against a railin’ and another gent propping him up, 
‘Found one at last, old man,’ calls out the gent wot had hailed 
me; ‘in with ‘im.’ 

“KE can’t walk a step,’ ses the other cove. ‘Sez he wants to lie 
here all night and have another bottle.’ 

“<¢Git run in, more likely,’ arnsers the first chap. 
‘old of ‘im and bundle ‘im in. Blest if | ever spend a evenin’ 
with a medical student again ; they never knows when to stop.’ 

“ Well, as L told yer, sir, the blessed fog was so thick I couldn't 
make out much, but I could see plain enough the chap who was 
boozed had been a-goin’ of it. Takin’ ’im under the arm, one on 
each side, they sort of supports him across the pavement and 
manages to lift 'im into the keb. ‘There, there, old man,’ says 
one of ‘em, mother-like, ‘ you ain't so drunk as you look, are yer?’ 
‘Buck up, old chap,’ ses the other, ‘we'll see you safe. ere, 
shut the door, Bob. Charing Cross 'Orspital, ag and hand 
him over to the porter if he’s too boozed to get out Imself, ouly 
don't make no more fuss about it than yon can 'elp; he don't like 
being seen in this state by the house-surgeon if he can help it.’ 
With this he ‘ands me a dollar and orf 1 drives, leavin’ the two on 
‘em starin’ after me on the pavement. 

“Well, the fog gets thinner after a bit, so that I didn’t take very 
long over the journey. Soon as I ple up, though, the night 
porter comes out to see wot's up, ‘Ere,’ [ ses, getting down off 
the box, ‘you'll ‘ave to giv’ me a ‘and I reckon, ’Eve’s one of your 
young student gents bin a-havin'a drop more'n wot's goud for’im.’ 

* Gettin’ on the step I looks inside, and gives the chap a bit of « 
shnke. ‘Wake up, sir,’ I ses, and | notices his clothes was all wet 
and sticky like. e next minute | ketches 2 sight of his face, 
which was hanging over his chest, a2d_ 1 ‘ops out quick as a flash, 
and ‘olds my ‘ands up in the light. 

“They was all smeared with blood! 

“Well, sir, to cut it all short, we soon found ont that the poor 
fellow was stabbed, not drank, and he'd nearly bled to death on 
the drive. They took ‘im into the ‘orspital and managed to save 
‘is life, but it was a close squeak, and he never came out for a 
couple o' months. It turned out ‘as he was a jeweller as ‘ad a lot 
of samples on ‘im, and a-showin’ fight when the chaps tried to 
down ‘im, one of ‘em used his knife. Not likin’ the idea of leavin’ 
‘jm to p'raps bleed to death and make a hanging job of it, they ‘it 
on the plan of sendin’ ‘im to the nearest ‘orspital, and very neat 
they worked it. No, sir, they was never copped ; I reckon they 
wos a lot too smart for that, but you don’t ketch me drivin’ no 
more insensible gents again. I never ‘ad sich a turn as it giv me.” 

(10 be continued neat week.) 


“Ere, catch 


————— 
THE SLOPER RELICS. . 
: (Continued,) 
No. 24.—UMBRELLA, PAIR OF PANTS, AND A BOX OF SEIDLITZ 
Powpeks, LENT BY J. 1. TOOLE. 


My SK MAANL ROMA 


i 


by 
: i To Be APPLIED INWARDLY 


Copy of a letter that accompanied These enrins, 

“My DEAR ALEXANDER.—I have much pleasure in loaning the 
articles sent herewith, per steamroller, and hope they don’t intrude. 
Exense haste, as I have onlv a Aour to get any dinner, and having 
an excellent appetite on at the present moment I don’t want to be 
Toole late for it, for when 1 am—oh ! it does make me so wild. 
Iiy-the-bye, don’t keep the gingham longer than you can help, for 
when I have exhausted my répertoire | intend ‘putting up’ my 
umbrella. What do you think of the pants? See the patch?) Oh! 
it’s nothing—wore them in The Green Bushes and got caught in a 
bramble, doncherknow. 1 have no objection to you exhibiting 
them—but not before the boy. Look here, don't you go using 
those seidlitz powders—L know the temptation when your hat 
don't fit of a morning and you are disposed to softly murmur, 
“Still Tam not happy. Hope you will be able to read this, but 
excuse me taking olf my glove. Thine for ever, J. L, TOOLE.” 

(Zu be continued.) 
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THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 448.—Mr. Gus ALLEN, F.O.S. 


“Born of talented parents in the Academic atmos- 
phere of Oxford, our hero passed his early childhood 
n the less inspiring neighbourhoods of Kentish 
Town and Clerkenwell. Six years ago made a 
discovery. Fuund he could write songs. Sold his 
tirst ditty for a shilling. His last one fetched two 
guinens. Has written over two hundred in all, 
persciyelly of Dan Lenoesque flavour. Never wants 
‘or chenuts, Works all day to ee oe their orders, 
and finds twenty-four hours too short to do it in. 
Best dramatic reciter and mimic around Manchester. 
Chietly because he can write a good song was created 
F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented 
to him, July 4th, 1896."—Debrett Improved, 


PHILOSOPHIC JOHNNIE. 


(1) Tt was a happy thought of Gertie’s. She suddenly 
turned the corner ciose on young Spooner, and— 


> 
“What's the a of coming away to the seaside 


to mope in the house? May as well enjoy yourself 
while you can.” 


THE RUMFOOZLERS’ CLUB: 


A. SLOPER has much pleasure in introducing, this week, a few 
Members of the Rumfoozlers’. Pipkins (1) isa man to know. A 
little bit pursey, perhaps, but a good fellow. A. SLOPER proposed 
Pipkins, who was formerly a tlourishing tradesman in Battersea. 
Stands drinks freely. Mimps (2) joined the Club by mistake— 
thought it was a branch of the Y.M.C.A. Soon found out his 
error; took to an eyeglass, had his hair cut, and his shoulders 
built up, and altered his complexion (ride 2a), We dub Boll (3) 


would’y 


Lord Benzine, VV find the brains if 
you'll find the beauty. 

Ida, \ can find that easy enouzh, but 
1 should like to see some of yours on 
deposit. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY 


HAD NO REASON TO DOUBT IT. 


Lillie. 549. Figure subject by Raphael. 
(who prides himself on knowing all the clever pecple), 
you belleve it, my dear, I knew his father? 


HOW SPOONER CAME 


: Vv 
| 


A STIFF ORDER. 


MAINED 


——— ad 


poison.” 


No. 2—VARIOUS MEMBERS AND THEIR HABITS, 


“The General,” and our Military Member (in a whisper—he is 
A. SLOPER’S tailor). Stiggle (4) has a keen idea of wit, 
appreciates A. SLOPER's jokes, and tells them to the Club as 
SLOPER’s last. Beans (5) was the former greengrocer-proprietor 
of the premises. Elected in consideration of a reduction in the 
purchase movey, und calls A. SLOPER “Sir.” Minterpin (6) is 
our funny man; lends A. SLOPER small sums, in return for 
which the Eminent says he will get him on at the “ Friv."—some 


exp 


(2) Being frightened, made a clutch 
at him. 


HARD LINES FROM THE BEST AUTHORS. 


No. 10.—‘‘One man’s food is another man's 


(Saturday. September 26, 1996 
iT WAS ONLY A SLIP, 


a 


Miss Goldheap. Oh! but we must wait at least another month. 
r. Coynchunter, But, my darling, think—oh! think—of my 
LAs, by it !—suspense | 


IN HANDY. 


(3) Young Spooner has been in her clutches 
ever since. 


SHE ALWAYS DRESSEO IN BLACk. 


“If he turns round again I shall go back and 
ask him to stand me a tiddley. 


ITS MEMBERS, ITS INFLUENCE, ITS ATTENDANTS AND ITS BYE-LAWS. 


day. Pimple (7) is an amiable old cock ; bears his years well; 
doesn't wear glasses, though frequently blind. Percy Spoofside 
(8) is one of our aristocratic members ; the Dook Snook proposeil 
him, Ploff (9), our sporting member, was once in “The 
Trade.” Makes a book; has had many a half-dollar_of A. 
SLopER's. Bertie Green (10) has been behind at the “Friv.” ; 
he was also proposed by the Eminent. Possesses oof an 
a rare collection uf A. S.’s 1.0.U's, 
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